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To Mr. W. M. Bossetti:

13 THOENGATE ROAD,
SUTHEELAND GrABDENS, W.,
15th April, 1883,

DBAE MB, BOSSETTI,

As yonr wife kindly expressed a wish that I would
send yon a copy of the sonnet I left in your brother's
coffin along with the flowers, I now do so. It must be
judged not as a literary production, but as last words
straight from the heart of one who loved and revered
your brother.                  Yours very sincerely,

WILLIAM SHAEP.

To Dante Gabriel Bossetti

AVE!     MOKS  NON BST!

True heart, great spirit, who hast sojourn'd here
Till now the darkness rounds thee, and Death's sea
Hath surged and ebbed and carried suddenly

Thy Soul far hence, as from a stony, drear,

And weary coast the tide the wrack doth shear;
Thou art gone hence, and though our sight may be
Strained with a yearning gaze, the mystery

Is mystic still to us: to thee, how clear!

0 loved great friend, at last the balm of sleep

Hath soothed thee into silence: it is well

After life's long unrest to draw the breath
No more on earth, but in a slumber deep,

Or joyous hence afar, the miracle

Await when dies at last imperious Death.

W. S. *

Keenly desirous of offering some tribute to the memory
of Bossetti, whose friendship had meant so much to him
during the years of struggle in London, William Sharp
eagerly accepted a proposal from Messrs. Macmillan that
he should write a biographical Eecord and appreciation
of the painter-poet, to be produced within the year. It
was begun in June, it was his first lengthy attempt in
prose and attempted with little knowledge of the art of
writing; but it was written " red hot," as he used to say,
inspired by deep affection and profound admiration for
his friend. He spared no pains to make his story as
accurate as practicable, and visited the chief owners of will forgive more, my dearest
